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PREFACE 

Some years ago an attendant in the 
insane asylum at Charenton gave me a 
manuscript which had been entrusted to 
him by one of the inmates, who had died 
in a strait-jacket. Its author, Emile 
Destouches, the attendant asserted, had 
never been insane; he had without doubt 
been committed by the orders of some 
high official; for, during his captivity, 
they kept him alone, watched by a special 
guard, who came from outside. 

The three hundred sheets, which the at- 
tendant gave me and which I still have, 
are penciled with a feverish hand, evident- 
ly written in haste, in a dimly lighted cell. 
They contain the story which follows. It 
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seemed to me so strange that till now I 
have hesitated to publish it. But recent 
studies of specialists on hypnotism and 
cerebral dualism have revealed such cu- 
rious phenomena that all current ideas on 
consciousness, free will, and even human 
individuality are thrown into confusion. 
I think, then, that I shall do a service to 
physiological science by printing the story 
of Emile Destouches. I need only men- 
tion similar cases reported by Chamisso, 
Mary Shelley, Hoffman, Balzac and re- 
cently Besant and Rice. Physicians 
should collate and compare these extraor- 
dinary facts, stated by trustworthy men, 
study them, and discover their relations to 
the miracles of religion, which they rob 
of their supernatural character. 

I have been obliged to decipher, disen- 
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tangle and harmonize the manuscript, but 
so far as possible I have respected the 
form given it by the prisoner — ^the reader 
will judge whether I should say the mad- 
man — of Charenton. I have put his nar- 
rative into the third person, and have sup- 
pressed certain pathological descriptions 
which might prove too realistic for the 
taste of readers outside the medical pro- 
fession. P. L. 
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PART I. 

It was in the month of December. It 
was cold, and Emile Destotiches was ter- 
ribly hungry. The snow whitened the 
pavements, an icy wind pierced the thick- 
est cloaks and forced the scattered pedes- 
trians to hasten their steps. His face blue, 
his teeth chattering, and his limbs shiver- 
ing, Emile stood where he had planted 
himself before the show-window of a res- 
taurant, brilliantly lighted. A five-foot 
sturgeon reclined in majesty upon a bed 
of greens ; white and plump pullets, their 
legs in the air, were innocently exposing 
their hinder parts; larks, plovers and 
ortolans were encased in slices of bacon; 
shining apples and magnificent pears, en- 
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veloped in lace paper, were reclining lux- 
uriously in the padding of the hampers. 
A gigantic pie, flanked with silvery sau- 
sages and spotted mortadelles, absorbed 
his entire attention; the pie was ripped 
open so as to expose its rosy flesh, veined 
with fat livers and marbled with truffles. 
Emile evened wide his gluttonous eyes, 
and clinched his thirty-two long and 
sharp teeth. 

For three days the unhappy man had 
eaten nothing, extreme hunger twisted and 
lacerated his intestines, contracted the 
muscles of his jaws and filled his mouth 
with saliva. There he was, motionless, 
not feeling the cold, petrified at the sight 
of that divine substance which might ap- 
pease his hunger, end his sufferings and 
fill his whole being with earthly delights, 
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A fragile window-pane separated him 
from the object of his desires. One blow 
of his fist would have broken the window 
and put the coveted pie within his g^asp ; 
indeed he need only have turned the knob 
of the door, pushed it, stretched out his 
arm, to have seized and carried to his 
mouth the joy of his stomach. Still he 
stood there, glued to the spot, feasting 
his eyes and aggravating the hunger of 
his belly. The coward 1 The man in a 
state of nature, the savage, would have 
eaten, and simply said, I am hungry ! But 
the fear of the policeman, and the dread 
of the moral indignation of our civilized 
mobs against every flagrant misdemeanor 
broke his arms and his legs, paralyzing 
and stifling the imperious cries of nature. 
And yet what had the wretched fellow to 
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fear? He was dying of hunger, and to 
end his torture he was thinking of sui- 
cide. 

"What use to Hve ! — I might find some- 
thing to eat this evening; but what should 
I have to fight away hunger tomorrow, 
the next day, all the days? Why struggle 
to live when every reason for living is 
lost, when life is nothing but misery? 
Enough of it ! Miserable starveling, feast 
your eyes on your last banquet !" 

In his feverish passion, he was talking 
aloud. 

A gentleman of near fifty years, tall 
and extremely fat, with black beard and 
hair, a bloated face and an enormous ab- 
domen confined with difficulty in a vast 
overcoat buttoned with much trouble, ob- 
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served him attentively. He placed his 
hand on Ejnile's shoulder. 

''You wish to kill yourself?" 

"Yes," he answered mechanically. 

"You wish to kill yourself because you 
are hungry?" 

"Yes." 

"You are young, well built, you are 
the man I am looking for; follow me." 

Emile believed in a providential savior ; 
he obeyed with alacrity. The unknown 
entered Vefour's, went up the steps to 
the parlor floor, settled himself in a pri- 
vate compartment and with a friendly 
gesture invited the young man to seat 
himself. A little bread was on the table, 
the starving man bit into it ravenously. 

"A little patience, my friend, be careful 
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of your appetite, that most precious of 
blessings; wait for the chicken soup." 

In a twinkling Emile emptied the plate 
of soup ; the oysters arrived. 

"You are murdering yourself, why, it 
is a shame to eat bread with your oysters; 
taste them by themselves !*' 

The fat man took nothing; lost in ad- 
miration, he watched, supervised and 
counseled his guest. 

"Be moderate. Do not come back to 
that quail entree — save yourself for the 
roast fowl — remember that the lobster 
salad is still to come." 

Just as a skilful jockey restrains the 
ardor of his thoroughbred, he tempered 
the voracity of the young man; he de- 
sired by judicious halts and scientific de- 
lays to prolong his happiness and make 
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him taste its moments more slowly. 
Emile made several attempts to thank his 
singular benefactor. 

"Do not distract your appetite by talk- 
ing; you will not often have it in such 
good condition ; I would give a thousand 
francs, ten thousand francs, for an ap- 
petite as capacious as yours. Eating is 
the supreme duty. All religions make of 
it a sacred rite, the most solemn ceremony 
of Catholicism is the communion, the 
mastication of God, the theophagic Eu- 
charist. Eating should always be in a 
religious silence, that the thought may 
be entirely concentrated on the act that 
is being performed. The monks, those 
sublime masters of < the gastronomic art, 
imposed silence in the refectory." 
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"Ouf ! I can eat no more! — I owe you 
many thanks." 

"Keep them for a better occasion; as 
I am neither a philanthropic free-thinker 
nor a charitable Christian, I have nothing 
to do with your gratitude. You have ap- 
peased your belly and regained your ears, 
now listen to me. When you were gazing 
at the window display of the restaurant 
with looks burning enough to melt the 
fat on the hams, I said to myself with 
envy, if I only possessed such an appe- 
tite! Gold, of which I have more than 
3- Jew, procures pleasures of the intelli- 
gence and the senses, but I despise them ; 
appetite is above intelligence, above love. 
I live only by the belly and for the belly, 
I enjoy only when I eat or when I drink ; , 
the rest is vanity. I am Sch , that 
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will inform you that my fortune is stupen- 
dous; I do not know the number of my 
millions ; at the age of thirty-two I was a 
coal and railroad king. I can intoxicate 
myself with the kisses of love and the 
fumes of ambition, I can gather all the 
joys of earth, but I despise them all, all, 
understand. I would give all the pleasures 
that men pursue for one of the dinners of 
my chief cook, the ingenious and scientific 
chemist, the only man whom I love and 
esteem. If Solomon, whom Jehovah 
touched with his wisdom, grew weary of 
men and of God and satiated with the 
realities of life and the dreams of his in- 
tellect until he exclaimed, "All is vanity,*' 
it is because he had only exhausted the 
pleasures of love, the joys of reason and 
the satisfaction of absolute rule, while he 
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was ignorant of the supreme delights of 
the table. What is love? A miserable 
and fleeting pleasure; it has scarcely be- 
gun, when snap! — it is shattered, van- 
ished — ended. Compared with this, the 
joys of the stomach seem eternal; they 
last delicious hours. The common herd 
have been wiser than Solomon; all na- 
tions, the African negro as well as the 
yellow man of China, have taken as vis- 
ible sign of social superiority the ex- 
panded belly, the belly enormous and 
round like the globe. The capitalist 
bourgeoisie, the class which rules the 
world, the class of which I am one of the 
high and mighty representatives, has dis- 
emburdened itself of all intellectual and 
manual labor to devote itself to the ex- 
clusive development of the belly, to cre- 
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ate the race of the Ventripotents. Do you 
know what is the most remarkable fact of 
this century-end, the fact which best char- 
acterizes our epoch? It is neither the 
discovery of the telephone, nor the inven- 
tion of dynamite, nor the insurrection of 
the Commune, nor the defeat of Sedan; 
it is that little medal struck by order of 
the artists, the men of letters, the jour- 
nalists, the philosophers, the scientists, 
the fine flower of the intellectual and re- 
fined bourgeoisie, to remind the coming 
centuries that within Paris all besieged, 
bombarded, blood-sprinkled, pulsing with 
battle-fever and crying with hunger, they, 
as usual, ate well and drank well; what 
sublime magnanimity of soul must have 
been theirs to rise thus above the miser- 
ies and pains which surround them, that 
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this pretended king of creation more 
harshly than the intestinal worms, the 
toenias, those thrice-happy beings which 
bathe themselves in their nourishing fluid, 
drinking it in through all their pores and 
always! Man's stomach is limited, 
wretchedly limited, and to cap the climax 
of our miseries, we have eyes larger than 
our belly. But if my stomach shares the 
weaknesses of humanity, I can at least ex- 
tend and reinforce its power by buying 
the appetite of another, just as my brother 
capitalists buy the virtue and the con- 
science of their fellow men. I propose, 
then, that you sell me your digestive 
power, as my laborers sell me their mus- 
cular powers, my engineers their intellec- 
tual ix^wers, my cashiers their honesty 
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and the nurses who care for my children 
their milk and their maternal cares." 

'Is it possible?" 

'^Perfectly so. You produce and fur- 
nish the appetite, I will eat and drink 
for you and you will be satisfied. The 
moralists, who are untoward and melan- 
choly bipeds, teach solemnly the contempt 
of what they call disdainfully the pleas- 
ures of the flesh; you are young and sim- 
ple enough to indulge such scruples. Sell 
me your appetite, which condemns you to 
labor and poverty, and you shall have 
money to pay for the pleasures of which 
you are now deprived. I will allow you 
a monthly income of 1,500 francs." 

"But—" 

''No buts! you don't think that 
enough ? Call it two thousand. Consider 
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that if you reject my offer, you will not 
know where to sleep this evening or 
where to get your breakfast tomorrow, 
and if you agree to the bargain the pret- 
ty girls of the boulevard will welcome you 
to their beds/' 

Emile's eyes sparkled. 

'Two thousand francs! two thousand 
francs a month, that suits me. What 
must I do?" 

"Sign a contract before a notary. Don't 
look at me that way; I am not Satan, 
what the devil! — I am just an ordinary 
mortal, like you. But no living being pos- 
sesses my power; my science surpasses 
that of other men. Not all the power of 
Napoleon I. nor all the science of Darwin 
gave them the ability to dine twice a day; 
I ix)ssess this mysterious and precious 
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faculty. The nineteenth century, as was 
declared by the great philosopher of the 
bourgeoisie, Auguste Comte, is the cen- 
tury of altruism; never, in fact, at any 
other epoch, has there been such a com- 
plete understanding of how to make use 
of other people. The exploitation of man 
by the capitalist is so perfected that the 
most personal qualities, those most inher- 
ent in the individual, have been utilized 
to the profit of another. For the defense 
of his property the capitalist no longer 
depends on his own courage, but upon 
that of certain proletarians disguised as 
soldiers ; the banker consumes the honesty 
of his cashier, and the manufacturer the 
vital force of his workmen, as the de- 
bauchees use the sex-nature of the 
Venuses of the pavement. Nevertheless 
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two faculties have as yet escaped our cap- 
italist altruism, the child-bearing faculty 
of woman and the digestive faculty; no 
one has yet been able to transform them 
into goods that can be bought and sold, 
as are already the innocence of the vir- 
gin, the sanctity of the priest, the con- 
science of the legislator, the brilliancy of 
the writer and the intelligence of the 
chemist. The man who shall work that 
miracle will be greater than Charlemagne 
and wiser than Newton; he will be the 
most beneficent of the benefactors of the 
poor. Then the rich woman will no 
longer deform her figure by carrying in 
her abdomen, through long and painful 
months, the fruit of her womb; she will 
deposit her fertilized ovum in the womb 
of a poor woman, and during the nine 
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months that the one who has sold her 
womb shall be fattening with the blood 
of her flesh the fetus of the capitalist's 
wife, she will have a respite from her pov- 
erty ; for the first time she will rest her- 
self, eating and drinking to her heart's 
content. The poor man will no longer 
have to dread his terrible enemy, hunger ; 
he will cultivate his appetite, which will 
be the merchandise sought by the million- 
aire, always in quest of that sovereign 
good, which Greek philosophy never 
could discover. What a resource the poor 
will then have — as for me, I know the use- 
ful art of having what I eat digested by 
another; I shall not reveal that secret un- 
til on my death-bed." 

"You are joking." 

"No, my friend, to have digested by an- 
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other the meats that my stomach takes is 
in the last analysis neither more wonder- 
ful nor more incomprehensible tlian to 
have executed at London or at New York, 
thanks to the telegraph, the thought that 
my brain conceives, and at the instant it 
conceives it. I am so far from joking 
that here are two thousand francs for the 
first month. 

Sch and Destouches proceeded 

to the office of M. Gabarit, who drew up a ^ 

paper, scrupulously worded, which the 
two contracting parties signed and sealed. 
Emile Destouches sold for five years his 
appetite in consideration of two thousand 

francs a month, which Sch was to 

pay him in advance. When the contract 
was signed, Emile took a drink which 
plunged him into a deep slumber. He 
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awoke to find himself at a restaurant table 
sitting in front of two beer schooners and 
a plump girl who was laughing foolishly 
that she might show her pretty teeth. He 
thought he was dreaming; he felt of him- 
self, pinched himself; he rattled in his 
pocket the pieces of gold he had just re- 
ceived ; he was no longer hungry ; it had 
really happened. Only the devil knows 
where he finished the evening so strangely 
begun. 



31 — 



Part II 



^4^ 



«r. 






■(p 




r 




Between Times He Caught on the Wing the Pleasures 
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PART II. 

All that is new is beautiful, says the 
wisdom of the nations. The beginnings 
of his new existence delighted Emile Des- 
touches; at ten each morning, like a be- 
liever visited by the supernatural, he felt 
descend into his stomach meats and 
drinks which he neither ate nor drank; 
he did not perceive their odor nor their 
flavor, but he was obliged to digest them; 
his stomach was filled by an operation as 
mystical as that which fertilized the vir- 
gin Mary and gave Joseph a little Jesus. 
The repasts which he took through 
the mouth and gullet of his master who 
had leased him lasted two hours; with his 
head heavy and his limbs languid, he 
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slept a part of the day, digesting slowly 
and painfully the meats and the wines 
which the other had greedily swallowed. 
Toward three o'clock he went out for a 
long walk to revive his gorged belly ; this 
was required of him by one of the clauses 
of the contract. In the evening his stom- 
ach was again filled, and he sank into an 
ophidian sleep. These heroic repasts were 
not repugnant to his vigorous peasant's 
constitution, and between times he caught 
on the wing the pleasures of which pov- 
erty had deprived him; he dressed ele- 
gantly and ran around with the girls. 

"I am nothing any more but a grub- 
sack," he said to himself, "my life is the 
life of the geese that are crammed for 
their fat livers; I do not taste the wines 
nor the meats which I am compelled to 
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digest for my employer. Bah ! the people 
who have lost their sense of smell are in 
the same case with me; and then, it will 
last only five years; during that time of 
forced labor of the stomach, not only 
shall I be relieved from the labor of mas- 
tication and the degrading concern for 
bread to be found day by day, but I shall 
save ten or even twenty thousand francs 
a year. The laborers who are condemned 
all their lives to the forced labors of the 
mine and the work-shop would envy my 
lot." 

Thus he tried to console himself by 
comparing his labor to that of other wage 
workers; he said to himself that his ser- 
vitude was temporary and that when it 
should be ended, he would have amassed 
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a pretty sum which would enable him to 
live like a bourgeois, doing nothing. 

The open air exercise and the labors of 
Venus to which he devoted himself did 
not prevent this systematic stuffing from 
reacting on his robust health; he grew 
dyspeptic; his stomach became sluggish, 
his disposition melancholy. M. Gabarit, 
at whose office he drew his monthly sal- 
ary, reproved him sharply, reproaching 
him for his festive nights in the company 
of gay girls; venereal excesses, the 
notary insisted, blunted his appetite 
ec; u « hi€lv haying bo a ii cok l y no ■ long er 
and weakened his digestive power, 
hrlnngrri t^ ^'*^ ] ^^ "^^■■^'^ ' ^' ■ ^'wn - 
which, having been sold, no longer be-- 
longed to him; he should consider him- 
self in the position of a farm hand, hired 
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by the year, not allowed to dispose of 
either his time or his strength at his own 
fancy, but compelled to regulate them ac- 
cording to the needs of the one who hired 
him. Emile then thought of marriage 
and of country life. 

*1 will hunt, ride horseback, plow my 
fields; my stomach will regain its former 
vigor and will endure without weariness 
the loads imposed upon it by my em- 
ployer." 

He reduced his love passages and re- 
doubled his exercises at the gymnasium; 
but in proportion as he fortified his stom- 
ach and increased its digestive capacity, 
his employer increased the quantity of 
victuals which he engulfed. 

The notary found a young lady to mar- 
ry, agreeable in appearance, of a respect- 
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able family and with a round dowry. The 
conditions of the marriage contract hav- 
ing been discussed and fixed, the time 
came for the official introduction of the 
betrothed pair to each other. Emile, bar- 
bered, brushed and burnished, arrived, 
radiant with hope; he saw himself a 
landed proprietor, supervising the culti- 
vation of his fields and the care of his 
live stock. It was three o'clock when his 
employer had put into his stomach the last 
mouthful of his ogre-like breakfast, and 
according to his custom he should have 
left his wage-worker time to digest it. 
But scarcely had Destouches entered the 
parlor of his future mother-in-law, when 
he felt his stomach, still overloaded, fill- 
ing itself anew. His employer had just 
experienced certain annoyances and was 
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in a murderous temper ; to dispel his trou- 
ble he sat down at the table and began 
to eat and drink with fury ; the motithf uls 
and the bumpers that he engulfed were 
enormous, and succeeded each other with- 
out respite. Poor Emile could do no 
more ; the walls of his stomach were dis- 
tended to bursting ; he sank into an easy 
chair, exuding at every pore an icy and 
fetid sweat ; nausea overpowered him ; he 
could not resist. Summoning his last 
strength, he dashed out of the parlor, and 
on the staircase, he relieved himself of 
the solids and liquids which his employer 
had gulped down. But in proportion as 
he emptied his stomach, his monster, like 
the task-master of the Danaids, continued 
to fill it. He spread filth and bad odors 
through the house — in his shame, he 
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dragged himself into the street and g^avc 
up his projects of marrying. 

Another day the employer was eating 
almonds and drinking a heavy Spanish 
wine; Destouches was digesting at the 
hippodrome of Longchamps, while he 
watched the horses running ; all of a sud- 
den he loses his head, jostles the men, 
tears the women's dresses and slaps a po- 
liceman; he is packed off to the station 
house to sleep off the wine that his em- 
ployer had drunk. The next day he is 
taken before the judge. "If only my 
drunken master doesn't begin his libations 
again !" he murmured. 

The thing he feared came to pass. The 
fumes of the wine which ascended from 
his stomach intoxicated him anew ; he in- 
sulted the court in full session, he 
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achieved a sentence of two years in 
prison, for insults to the magistracy, but 
three days later his all-powerful master 
secured his release. 

The gastric labor of Destouches became 
every day more difficult and more pain- 
ful ; the ogre repeated his repasts four and 
five times in the twenty-four hours, and 
many times a day drank to the point of 
intoxication. Emile resorted for consola- 
tion to the practice of the Romans, he 
took an emetic, but every time he emptied 
his stomach, his torturer filled it up again. 
His life was intolerable. The sight of any 
food, even bread, gave him nausea. The 
disgust which the satiated and impotent 
feel for the multitude and for everything 
that lives, cries and moves entered into 
his soul ; he fled from the society of men 
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and the sight of their habitations ; he lived 
alone, in the midst of the fields, going out 
only at night so as not to meet any living 
being, man or beast; and night and day 
he labored to digest the heroic banquets of 
his employer. The fear of poverty, that 
faithful companion of his youth, had pre- 
vented him from breaking his contract, 
but he owned himself vanquished, and 
would gladly have chosen days without 
bread, rather than this terrible labor, this 
stomach always digesting. He betook 
himself to M. Gabarit, determined to 
break the contract; the notary declared up 
and down that it was impossible; he was 
bound for three years more, and even if it 
killed him, he must go on to the end. By 
way of consolation he added : 

**You complain because you have been 
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reduced to becoming nothing but a digest- 
ive apparatus ; but all who earn their liv- 
ing by working are lodged at the same 
sign. They obtain their means of exist- 
ence only by confining themselves to be- 
ing nothing but an organ functioning to 
the profit of another; the mechanic is the 
arm which forges, taps, hammers, planes, 
digs, weaves; the singer is the larynx 
which vocalizes, warbles, spins out notes ; 
the engineer is the brain which calculates, 
which arranges plans; the prostitute is the 
sexual organ which gives out venereal 
pleasure. Do you imagine that the clerks 
in my office use their intelligence, or that 
they reflect when they are copying pa- 
pers ? Oh, but they don't ; thinking is not 
their business; they are nothing but fin- 
gers which scribble. They perform in my 
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offices for ten or twelve hours this work 
which is far from exhilarating, which 
gives them headaches, stomach disorders 
and hemorrhoids; and at evening they 
carry home writing to finish, that they 
may earn a few cents to pay their land- 
lord. Console yourself, my dear sir, these 
young people suffer as well as you, and 
not one of them has the satisfaction of 
saying that he receives per year the sum 
that you draw for a single month of di- 
gestive labor." 

"It is sad, terribly sad, and I have not 
even the consolation of believing myself 
the most unhappy of mortals." 

"Imprint this truth on your memory; 
the poor man no longer exists for himself 
in our civilized societies, but for the cap- 
italist, who sets him to work at his fancy 
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or according to his needs with such or 
such of his organs." 

Emile Destouches went out from the 
office broken-hearted. He wandered 
through the streets as at that former time 
when hunger tortured his entrails. Never 
had he felt so miserable; the present was 
without joys and the future without 
hopes. He observed with despair the 
rapid exhaustion of his vitality, he was 
emaciated till he had no more than the 
skin on his bones; the food which he di- 
gested did not nourish him, it only tra- 
versed his body, leaving behind it a dull 
sense of hunger, and headaches which 
made him almost crazy. 

While he, with death in his soul, was 
wandering aimlessly around, his em- 
ployer, his joyful employer, was eating 
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and drinking, and causing masses of food 
heavy as lead to fall into his stomach. 

**Ah! What miseries! My body 
racked with pain, disgusted with every- 
thing would stop to suffer in peace, but 
this executioner to whom I have sold 
more than my soul, imposes upon me la- 
bor unceasing. In death alone I shall find 
repose.'' 

Mad with pain and tired of life, he 
walked along the wharves; the water at- 
tracted him, he threw himself into the 
river. He was fished out and taken home, 
calmed by his cold bath. 

The next day a solidly built fellow 

brought him a letter from Sch ; it 

announced to him that from that time to 
the expiration of his contract of servitude, 
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he would live under the surveillance of 
the bearer of the letter. 

"My little fellow," said his keeper 
brutally, I am your overseer; no more 
farces, understand ! You no longer belong 
to yourself, you have sold your appetite 
and roped in forty-eight thousand plunks, 
now you have to live and you have no 
right to kill yourself. If you were to 
take your life what would become of our 
employer? The dear man, doesn't he 
need to digest what he eats? There's no 
other way. His belly must rest, so yours 
must work. I give you warning that the 
first time you try suicide again, I will box 
you up like a lunatic, those are my orders. 
But don't worry, you will not grow old 
at it, I have watched two others before 
you, and they died at a gallop. What 
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an ogre our capitalist is, by thunder ! His 
appetite comes as he eats, it's all very 
fine for him; he isn't the one who gets 
the indigestions. He crams until the di- 
gesting machine that he has bought 
bursts." 

**To die of indigestion ! That is my fu- 
ture." 

A new life began. Like the artisans 
who work at home for their employer, 
Emile had up to that time lived with a 
shadow of liberty, but from that day, like 
the proletarian imprisoned in his employ- 
er's factory, he was to digest under the 
eye of an overseer. Overwhelmed by the 
monumental repasts of his employer, he 
had suspended his hygienic walks, pre- 
scribed by the contract; he passed his 
days and nights, extended at full length, 
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moving only to perform the most neces- 
sary physiological functions. But his 
keeper was commissioned to see to the 
rigorous execution of the contract that 
had been drawn up ; not a moment of the 
precious time he had sold was to be wast- 
ed. At the break of day he dragged him 
from his bed and obliged him to take long 
walks in the fields in order to prepare a 
morning appetite for the employer. In 
the afternoon, when filled up to the neck 
and stretched out on his back, he would 
have wished to remain motionless, but he 
was obliged to put himself on the march, 
in order to promote the current process 
of digestion and to prepare for his em- 
ployer a new appetite, fresh and solid. . 

Emile had his caprices of revolt. 

"Don't kick, my little fellow," said his 
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overseer at the first sign of insubordina- 
tion, "you are dealing with too strong a 
party, you will get hurt. I have in my 
portfolio the doctor's certificates, the or- 
ders from police headquarters, the judge's 
permission, in fact the whole business for 
chucking you into Qiarenton! And there 
I will take you with a club, like the con- 
victs." 

Emile, cast down, stupified, dejected, 
lived without will power, always digest- 
ing, always ill, always trembling, he lay 
down,, rose, walked, stopped, sat at the 
command of the overseer, sutwnissive and 
mute like a whipped poodle-dog that 
dares not bark. 

One morning the employer had de- 
voured a breakfast more formidable than 
usual ; he had gobbled down tureenf uls of 
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fish soup and had gorged himself on 
dishes of cod, kilogrammes of meat and 
mountains of macaroni. Emile was 
crushed, he slept heavily for two hours; 
when his overseer put him on his feet for 
the regulation walk, this enormous mass 
of imdigested food bore down like a dead 
weight on his stomach. He went along 
heavily by the side of his guard, dragging 
his legs painfully, with his head sadly in- 
clined forward ; at a turn of the road he 
dashed into a group of men and women 

talking and laughing. Sch was 

strutting along in the center, the gayest 
of all, his coarse and noisy laugh sounded 
like a flourish of trumpets, while his fel- 
low revelers were ready to faint from lis- 
tening. 

"What boorish gaiety," said one of 
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them, "would any one believe that this 
animal has just been murdering himself 
with victuals that would have beai too 
much for ten peasants who had gone hun- 
gry for three days?" 

The sight of his employer happy and 
in good humor inspired Destouches with 
a resolution, he pressed through the 
crowd and threw himself at his feet. He 
wept, related his griefs, his disgust, im- 
plored pity, begged that he be delivered 
from his abominable slavery, offered to 
return the money that he had received ; he 
asked only one favor, to be allowed to 
rest, and no longer digest for another. 

"What does that lunatic want?" said 
Sch , repulsing him with his foot. 

The guard seized Emile by the collar, 
raised him from the earth and dragged 
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him across several fields. Once at their 
lodgings, he belabored him with blows. 

"That will teach you to trouble the di- 
gestion of our employer." 

Destouches submitted passively, like a 
dejected steer; but sometimes even cattle 
become enraged. 

"I have labored, I have suffered that 
the other might enjoy, I have endured 
everything; at the end of my strength I 
have wept, I have implored, and I have 
been beaten. Death is near at hand. 
Come! take courage, there is nothing to 
lose." 

Escaping from the custody of the over- 
seer, after getting him intoxicated, he 
runs to the house of his torturer. 

Sch , jocose and rubicund, his body 

active and his mind cheerful, was about 
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to seat himself at the table. Terror 
seized him at seeing Emile Destouches, 
disheveled, haggard, a pistol tightly 
grasped in his hand. 

"Help!— don't kill me r 

'*You coward, you villain, you hog, you 
glutton! You have tortured me, you 
have put others to a painful death and 
you would like to kill more still, — you 
have done your last eating! 

With a revolver shot full in his belly, 
he stretched him on the earth. Thinking 
him dead, he went to the police office and 
told his story; the commissioner thought 
him crazy; his overseer arrived out of 
breath, and confirmed him in that opin- 
ion, which the medical specialists corro- 
borated learnedly. Sch , cured of 
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